RALPH    RASHLEIGH
'Then we'll go and gather some,* said Hennessey; and the
two left the cavern together.
As soon as they were well away, Rashleigh removed the
flints from their muskets, and concealed all the other fire-
arms except his own. He then made up a bed of seaweed for
Roberts and Owen, filled and lit his pipe, and lay down
beside his wounded companions, "who soon fell asleep.
McClashin and Hennessey returned, each with a load of
seaweed.
'Now, wid this, it's a good night we'll be passing,' said
McClashin; and, as Rashleigh made no reply, he went on in
a would-be friendly way: * What's the reason you won't speak
to a body? Surely you ain't crabbed at us still, because you
had a few words wid us to-day> are you? You musn't mind
me or Hennessey at all, at all; for we are only a couple of
foolish, wild Irishmen.'
Hennessey laughed and swore: *By Jabers thin, I'm fool-
ish enough, anyway, for I'd quarrel wid my best friend
sometimes, but it's all over wid me in a minnit, and so it is.'
Rashleigh doubted the sincerity of both of them, but
suppressed his impulse to tell them this, remarking instead
that he was not angry, but only tired and very sleepy,
*Faix thin, and no wonder,' said McClashin, 'after the
hullabaloo we've all bin in this day. By my soull I saw you
stick that big black divil that was for hauling you off like a
horse's head to a bonfire. Sure, that was nately done; and
thin how you rattled the others about the skulls that were for
killing poor Roberts. I will say, if you hadn't come back to
help us, it's dead we should all have bin; and God knows the
whole of us may be yet/
Rashleigh sensed the treachery behind the whining praises
of McClashin, and decided to keep his wits sharpened and
his senses alert ready for whatever deed of stealthy violence
281